




アニタ・ブルックナー （Anita Brookner, 1928-  ） は美術史研究の学者であ
り、ロンドン大学を出た後、パリに留学し、ケンブリッジ大学で女性として
初めて美術史の教授となった経歴の持ち主である。




Bruckner を Brookner とつづりを変えた。グルーズ （Greuze, 1725-1805） につ
いて書かれた『19 世紀における事象の興亡』 （The Rise and Fall of an Eigh-
teenth-century Phenomenon, 1972）、『ジャック = ルイ・ダヴィッド』 （Jacques-
Louis David, 1980） などフランスのロマン派芸術家に関する著作がある。
ロンドンのサマセットハウス内にあるロンドン大学付属コートールド美術




































I am a serious woman who should know better and am judged by my 
friends to be past the age of indiscretion; several people have remarked 
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upon my physical resemblance to Virginia Woolf; I am a householder, a 
ratepayer, a good plain cook, and a deliverer of typescripts well before the 
deadline; I sign anything that is put in front of me; I never telephone my 
publisher; and I make no claims for my particular sort of writing, although I 






I caught sight of myself in the glass in the Ladies and saw my extremely 
correct appearance and thought, I should not be here! I am out of place! 
Milling crowds, children crying, everyone intent on being somewhere else, 
and here was this mild-looking, slightly bony woman in a long cardigan, 
distant, inoffensive, quite nice eyes, rather large hands and feet, meek neck, 
not wanting to go anywhere, but having given my word that I would stay 







She[Edith] really does look remarkably Bloomsburian, thought Harold, 










ウルフは『私だけの部屋』 （A Room of One’s Own, 1929） で物を書く女性の
自立には、「鍵のかかる部屋と 500 ポンドの年収」が必要だと以下のように
唱えた。
She has told you how she reached the conclusion ─ the prosaic 
conclusion ─ that it is necessary to have five hundred a year and a room 
with a lock on the door if you are to write fiction or poetry. （158） 
しかしイーディスは、そういったものは充分手にしているし、そのうえ妻
子ある恋人さえもいる。しかし一方では世間並みの結婚願望もあり、友人ペ



































‘You remind me of someone. Your face is very familiar. Now who can it be?’
‘Virginia Woolf?’ offered Edith, as she always did on these occasions.
Mrs Pusey took no notice. ‘It`ll come to me in a minute.’ she said. （63） 
そしてピュージー夫人は思いがけない言葉を口にする。
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At the door Mrs Pusey turned dramatically, and said, ‘I’ve remembered! 
I’ve remembered who Edith reminds me of!’,
Edith observed a slight spasm contracting the back of the man in grey, 
still behind his newspaper.

















At the Rooms, she thought, with a pang of love and terror. 
‘I must be getting back to the Rooms,’ were the first words she had 
consciously heard him say, and she was struck by their mystery.  （56） 
 
イーディスが友人に連れられてデイヴィッドの言うところの、 ‘The Rooms’ 









‘You are shivering . That cardigan is not warm enough; I do wish you 
would get rid of it. Whoever told you that you looked like Virginia Woolf 
did you a grave disservice, although I suppose you thought it was a 
compliment. As to vice, there is plenty to be found if you know where to 
look.’
‘I never seem to find it,’ said Edith.
‘That is because you do not give yourself over wholeheartedly to the 
pursuit. But, if you remember, we are going to change all that.’
‘I really don’t see how. If all it involves is giving away my cardigan, I 
feel I should tell you that I have another one at home. Of course, I could 
give that away too. But I seem to be too spiritless for radical improvement. 
















She comforted herself, that harsh disappointed woman, by reading love 
stories, simple romances with happy endings. Perhaps that is why I write 
them. In her last months, she lay in bed, wearing the silk peignoir that my 
father bought her on their honeymoon in Venice, not caring, perhaps not 
noticing, that the lace was torn, the pale blue faded to grey, and when she 
raised her eyes from her book, her eyes too were faded from blue to grey, 




























But women are not all like Mother, and it is really stupid of me to 
imagine that they are. Edith, Father would have said, think a little. You have 
made a false equation.
She bent her head, overcome by a sense of unworthiness. I have taken the 































“And what’s all this?” he said, tilting his pen-knife towards her green 
dress.
He’s very well dressed, thought Clarissa; yet he always criticises me.
Here she is mending her dress; mending her dress usual, he thought ; here 
she’s been sitting all the time I’ve been in India;mending her dress;  （40） 
 




What was the use of flinging a green Cashmere shawl over the edge of a 
picture frame?  （47） 
Knitting her reddish-brown hairy stocking, with her head outlined 
absurdly by the gilt frame, the green shawl which she had tossed over the 
edge of the frame, and the authenticated masterpiece by Michael Angelo, 
Mrs.Ramsay smoothed out what had been harsh in her manner a moment 
before, raised his head, and kissed her little boy on the forehead.  （51） 
日が落ちてからはその緑のショールでラムジー夫人はその身をくるむ。
And again he would have passed her without a word had she not, at that 
very moment, given him of her own free will what she knew he would 
never ask, and called to him and taken the green shawl off the picture 
frame, and gone to him. For he wished, she knew, to protect her.  （104） 
そしてイノシシの骨を怖がる子供のために、その身にまとったショールを
はずしてその骨をくるむ。
she [Mrs.Ramsay] quickly took her own shawl off and wound it round 
the skull,round and round and round, and then she came back to Cam and 
laid her head almost flat on the pillow beside Cam’s and said how lovely it 










































































I am harsh because I remember Mother and her unkindnesses, and 




















Mme Riviere, reclining fatly on her blue velvet cushions, the charming 
Mme Pancoucke in her white satin dress, Mme Marcotte, in unbecoming 
brown, her large sad eyes speaking of a physical rather than a metaphysical 
unease.For it was impossible to think of metaphysical in the face of such 
overwhelming bodily reality.
Life on this earth, they seemed to say, is fulfilling: who could imagine 
anything being added to it? （167） 
Those portraits in the Louvre, speaking of the sexual battle fought and 
won...How strange that art and life should coalesce like this, in the space of 













‘I am now. I’ve grown up at last. Do you know how long it takes some 





















She remembered Baudelaire’s remark that he found it difficult to breathe 
when faced with a portrait by Ingres; he felt as thought the oxygen had been 
sucked out of the atmosphere. So insistent were the candid oval eyes that 
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she could almost sense the processes behind them: discreet gurglings and 
shiftings in those flawless bodies, and in the minds an almost innocent 


























‘He should see that, if he’s fond of you. If not, he doesn’t know you at 



















3. 引用は、Anita Brookner. Hotel du Lac, London: Penguin Books, 1984 による。
4. Francisco Goya により 1812-1814 年に描かれたウェリントン公爵の肖像画
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Portrait of the Duke of Wellington  （Goya） -Wikipedia,the free encyclopedia
http://www.nationalgallery.org.uk/paintings/francisco-de-goya-the duke of 
wellington 2014/08/15
